it is easy even for those close to me to forget I have the condition at all. I realized how badly I needed to explore these feelings.
I recalled the fascinating shapes in MRI images and began to paint. 
UP THE SIDE OF THE AIR
The result of my first experiments can be seen in Figure 2 My thoughts turned again to epilepsy. To integrate the two ideas, the functioning mind versus the dysfunctional brain, I decided to display the vessels holding some of the pills I have taken over the years. The colorful forms, meant to hold inspiration and ideas, were instead carrying the chemicals that I am dependent on for my life.
LAMOTRIGENE
Lamotrigene is my current anti-epileptic drug, first prescribed to me by a doctor in Gainesville, Florida, determined to get me seizure-free. I have never wanted to marry anyone like I wanted to marry Dr. Stephen Eisenschenk. It took years to make the transition from one medication to the other, but he was with me every step of the way.
When taken regularly, I don't have any seizures while on this medication. The problem is how very blasé ten years of regular seizures made me about having seizures; I became so used to having thrm no matter how carefully I took the meds that I stopped bothering regulating the schedule so carefully. Now it's an ironclad habit to take my pills on the go and when I can, which results in continued nighttime seizures; however lamotrigene is still the medication that has been the most successful. In Lamotrigene (Figure 4) Lamotrigene I chose bright colors to express the optimism and relief that the drug brought. instead found myself still dwelling on more ideas to expand it. Seeing all of the pieces displayed together made me realize how much only one MRI image had inspired, and there are many other ways to explore the topic of epilepsy.
Epilepsy will always be a part of my life. My MFA work served as a public affirmation of my experience and refusal to let it be hidden. Now I want to move on to depict the nature of my seizures themselves, which are varied in kind. Some feel like rushing water, other like gushing bodily fluids or gore. I will continue to work with hot pressed foil as a medium for more pictorial compositions. Hopefully such a body of work will help me resolve my feelings about the strange and unpleasant episodes.
CONCLUSIONS
"Extraction" has many meanings. An extraction is an excerpt, a part of a whole, a passage from a book. A separation of metal from the dross, a moral from a lecture. It is a decoction, a reduction to an essence, the oil from the lavender or the jasmine. It is an excision, a deliberate removal of the unwanted, forcible and painful, a tooth from the root. Something dragged from the unwilling, an admission, confession. Poison is extracted from the system, removed and discarded.
The tiny abnormality in my brain will never be extracted. It is too small to be seen on even the highest resolution MRI, and although a surgeon can identify its location based on my symptoms, the risks of the surgery are not worth the possible benefit. 
